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the door, ud be. nothing loath to go.
accompanied her.

Always a delicate creature.
whom a breath might hare withered."said the Ghost.' "But she had
a large heart!"

. "So she had." cried Scrooge.
"You're right. Til not gainsay it.
Spirit. God forbidr
"She died a woman." said the

Ghost, "and had. as I think, children."
"One child." Scrooge returned.
-True." said the Ghost. "Your

nephew!"
Scrooge seemed uneasy In his

mind, and answered briefly. "Yes."
My time grows short," observed

the Spirit. ''Quick!"
This was not addressed to Scrooge,

or to anyone whom he could s»*.

but It produced an Immediate effectFor again Scrooge saw himself.He was older now; a man in

the prime of life. His face had
not the harsh and rigid lines of
later years, but it had begun t«

wear the signs of care and avarice.
There was an eager, greedy, restlessmotion In the eye. which showedthe passion that had taken root,
and where the shadow of the growingtree would fall.
He was not alone, but sat by the

side of a fair young girl in a

mourning-drew; in whose eyes
tl*ere were tears, which sparkled In
the light that shone out of the
Oboat of Christmas Past.

-It matters little." she said, softly."To you. very little. Another
ldc^has displaced me; and if it can
chler and comfort you in time to
come, as I would have tried to do.
I have no just cause to grieve.
"What Idol has displaced you.

he rejoined.
"A golden one."
"This is the even-handed dealing

of the world!" he said. "There is
nothing on which It is so hard as

poverty; and there Is nothing it
professes to condemn with such severityas the pursuit of wealth.
"You fear the world too much,

she answered, gently. "A11 your
other hopes have merged Into the
hope of being beyond the chance of
m sordid reproach. I' have seen
your nobler aspirations fall off one
by one. until the master passion.
Gain, engrosses you. Have I not.
"What then?" he retorted. Even

jf J have grown so much wiser, what
then? I am not changed towards
you."
She shook her head.
"Am IT*
"Our contract is an old one. it

was made when we were both poor
and content to be so. until. In gooa

we could improve our
worldly fortune by our patient industry.You are changed. When
It was made, you were another

»I . a boy." he said lmpatient^"Yourown feeling tells you that
-won were not what you are." she
returned "1 am. That which
promised happiness when we were

ne la heart, is fraught with miserynow that we ale two. How oftenand how keenl/ 1 have thought
nt this. X will not say. It is enough
that I have thought of it, and can
release you."
"Have I ever sought release.
"In words. No. Never."
"In what, then?"
"In a changed nature; in an alteredspirit; in another atmosphere

of life; another Hope as its great
end. In everything that made my
love of any worth or value In your
sight. If this had never been betweenus." said the girl, looking
mildly, but with steadiness, upon
him; "tell me. would you seek me
out and try to win me now? Ah.
no!**
He seemed to yield to the justice

of this supposition, in spite of himself.But he said with a struggle.
"You think not.

"I would gladly think otherwise
If I eould," she answered. "Heaven
knows! When I have learned a
Troth like this. I know how strong
and Irresistible it must be. But if
you were free today, tomorrow, yesterday.can even k believe that you
would choose a dowerless girl.you
who. in your very confidence with
her. weigh everything by Gain: or.
choosing her. If for a moment you
were false enough to your one guidingprinciple to do so. do I not know
that your repentance and regret
would surely follow? I do; and I
release you. With a full heart, for
the love of Mm you once were."
He was about to speak; but with

her head turned from him. she resumed..
"Tou may.the memory of what

151 past half makes me hope you will
have pain In this. A very, very

brief time, and yon will dismiss the
recollection of It. gladly, as an unprofitabledream, from which it
happened well that you awoke. May
you be happy In the life you have
chosen!"

She left him. and they parted.
"Spirit!" said Scrooge, "show me

no more! Conduct me home. Why
do you delight to torture me?"

STAVE THREE.
TTIB SECOND OF THE THREE

SPIRITS. *
WAKING In the middle of a

prodigiously tough snore,^ *n<1 sitting up In bed to get
his thoughts together. Scrooge had
no occasion to be told that the bell
was again upon the stroke of One.

It was his own room. There was
no doubt about that. But It had
undergone a surprising transformation.The walla and ceiling were
so hung with living green, that it
looked a perfect grove, from every
part of which, bright gleaming berriesglistened. The crisp leaves ol
holly, mistletoe, and ivy reflected
back the light, as If so many little
mirrors had been scattered there;
and such a mighty blase went roaringup the chimney, as that dull
petrifaction of a hearth had never
known in Scrooge's time, or Marley's.or for many and many a winterseason gone. Heaped up on
the floor, to form a kind of throne,
were turkey, geese, game, poultry,
brawn, great joints of meat, sucking-pigs.long WTeaths of saasages.
mince-plea, plum-puddings, barrels
of oysters, red-hot chestnuts, cherry-cheekedapples, juicy oranges,
pears. Immense twelfth-cakes, and
seething bowls of punch, that made
the chamber dim with their delicioussteam. In easy state upon the
couch, there sat a jolly Giant, gloriousto see: who bore a glowing
torch. In shape n«t unltke Plenty'shorn, and held It up. high up. to
ntted Its light on Scrooge, as he
came peeping round the door.
"Coma In!" explained the Ghost.

"Come in! and know me better,man!"
iterooge entered timidly, and hung

head before this Spirit. He was
. 'ft the dogged Scrooge be had been;

Ml though the Spirit's eyes were
t
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clear and kind, ha did not like to
meet tbem.

"I am the Ghost of Christmas
Present." said the Spirit. "Look
upon m«!"
Scroge reverently did so.
"You have never seen the like ot

me before!" exclaimed the Spirit.
"Never,*' Scrooge made answer to

It.
"Have never walked forth with

the younger members of my family;
meaning (for I am very young) my
eider brothers born in these later
years?" pursued the Phantom.

"I don't think I have," said
Scrooge. "I am afraid I have not.
Have you had many brothers.
Spiritr
"More than eighteen hundred,"

said the Ghost.
"A tremendous family to provide

for!" muttered Scrooge.
The Ghost of Christmas Present

rose.
"Spirit.1' said Scrooge submissively."conduct me where you will.

I went forth last night on compulsion.and I learnt a lesson which
is working now. Tonight, if you
have aught to teach me, let me
profit by it."

"Touch my robe!" ~

Scrooge did as he was told, and
held It fast.
The good Spirit went straight to

Scrooge's clerk; and took Scrooge
with him, holding to his robe; and
on the threshold of the door the
Spirit smiled, and stopped to bless
Bob Cratchit's dwelling with the
sprinklings of his torch. Think of
that! Bob had but fifteen "Bob" aweekhimself: he pocketed on Saturdaysbut fifteen copies of his
Christian name; and yet the Ghost
of Christmas Present blessed his
four-roomed house!
Then up rose Mrs. Cratchlt. Cratchit'swife, dressed out but poorly

in a twice-turned gown, but brave
in ribbons, which are cheap and
make a goodly show for sixpence;
and she laid the cloth, assisted by
Belinda Cratchit. second of her
daughters, also brave in ribbons;
while Master Peter Cratchit plungeda fork Into the saucepan of potatoes.and getting the corners of
his monstrous shirt collar (Bob's
private property, conferred upon his
son and heir in honor of the day)
into bis mouth, rejoiced to find himselfso gallantly attired, and yearnedto show his linen in the fashionableParks. And now two smaller
Cratchits, boy and girl, came terringin. screaming that outside the
baker's they had smelt the goose,
and known it for their own; and
basking in luxurious thoughts of
sage-and-onion. these young Cratchitsdanced about the table, and

I exalted Master Peter Cratchit to the
I skies, while he (not proud, although
I his collars nearly choked hiir.) blew
1 the fire, until the slow potatoes bubIbling up. knocked loudly at the
saucepan-lid to be let out and

I peeled.
"What has ever got your precious

I rather then?" said Mrs. Cratchit.
"And your brother, Tiny Tim! And
Martha warn't as late last ChristmasDay by half-an-hour!"

"Here's Martha, mother'" said a
girl, approaching as she spoke.
"Here's Martha, mother!" cried the

I two young Cratchits "Hurrah!
I There'* such a goose. Martha."

"Why. bless your heart alive, my
I dear, how late you are!" said Mrs.
I Cratchit. kissing her a dozen times.
I and taking off her shawl ^hd bonInetfor her with officious zeal.

"There's father coming." cried the
two young Cratchits. who were evIerywhere at once "Hide. Martha,
hide!"
So Martha hid herself, and Jn

I came little Bob. the father, with at
I least three feet of comforter exclu1sive of the fringe, hanging down
I before him; and his threadbare
I clothes darned up and brushed, to
I look seasonable; and Tiny Tim
I upon his shoulder. Alas for Tiny
Tim. he bore a little crutch, and had
his limbs supported by an tron

I frame!
"Why. Where's our Martha?" cried

I Bob Cratchit. looking round.
"Not coming." said Mrs. Cratchit.

I "Not coming!" said Bob, with a
sudden declension in his high spirIIts; for he had been Tim's blood
horse all the way from church, and
had come home rampant. "Not comingupon Christmas Day!"
Martha didn't like to see him disappointed,if it were only in joke;

I so she came out prematurely from
I behind the closet door, and ran Into
I his arms, while the two young CratIchits hustled Tiny Tim. and bore
I him off into the wash-house, that
I he might hear the podding singing
I in the copper.

"And how did little Tim behave?"
asked Mrs. Cratchit. when she had
rallied Bog on his credulity, ana)

I Bob had hugged his daughter to his
I heart'* content.
I "As good as gold." said Bob, "and
I better. Somehow he gets thoughtIful. sitting by himself so much, ann
I thinks the strangest things you ever
I heard. He told me. coming home.
I that he hoped the people saw hii# in
I the church, because he was a cripIpie, and it might be pleasant to
I them to remember upon Christmas
I Day, who made lame beggars walk
I and blind men see."
I Bob's voice was tremulous when
j he told them this, and trembled
more when he said that Tiny Ttej

I was growing strong and hearty.
His active little crutch was heard

I upon the floor.,and back came Tiny
Tim before another word was
spoken, escorted by bis brother and

I slater to his stool before the Are.
There never was such a goose.

I Bob said he didn't believe there ever
was such a goose cooked. Ita tenIderneas and flavor, sise and cheapIness. were the themes of universal
admiration. Eked out by the apple
sauce and mashed potatoes, it was

I a sufficient dinner for the whole
I family; Indeed, &s Mrs. Cratchit
said with great delight (surveying

small atom of a bone upon the
dish) they hadn't ate it all at last!

I Yet every one had had enough, and
the youngest Cratchits In particular,were steeped in sago and onion
to the eyebrows! But now, the
Plates being changed by Miss Belinda.Mrs. Cratchit left the room
alone.too nervous to bearwitbrin"gVi°nUkepud<,,n* «P «»d

Oh, a wonderful pudding! Bob
Cratchit said, and calmly, too. that

I he regarded it as the greatest successachieved by Mrs. Cratchit since
their marriage. Mrs. Cratchit aaid

no* the welrht was orf her
mind, she would confess she had
had her doubts about the quantity
of flour. Everybody had somethingto say about it. but nobody said or
thought It waa at all a Suds'"JLI°r a 'VP fara,,Jr' 11 «ould
nave been flat heresy to do bo. Anv
CiatehU would have blushed to hint
at such a thing.
tht1 !*?* the d,nner »«S all done,Uwaat ^*"5? Cleared, the hearth
swept, and the flre made op. The

pound In the Jug being taatedand considered perfect, apples and
.w'rt upon the table,

fh.V ,h"e|-fu» o< chestnuts on
A*" Then all the Cratchit familydrew round the hearth. In what

$lje
"fyristmas <
Bob Cratchit called --a circle, meaninghalf a one; and at Bob Cratchitselbow Stood the family displayof glass. Two tumblers, and
a custard-cup without a handle.
These h?ld the hot stuff from the

jus. however, as well as golden gobletswould have done; and Bob servedIt out with beaming looks, while
the chestnuts on the Are sputtered
and cracked noisily. Then Bob proposed:

."A Merry Christmas to us all. my
dears. God bless us!"
Which all the family re-echoed.
"God bless us every one!" said

Tiny Tim. the last of all.
He sat very close to his fathers

side upon his little stool. Bob held
his withered little hand in his. as
If he loved the child, .and wished to
keep him by hi® side, and dreaded
that he might be take* from him.

"Spirit!" said Scrooge, with an
Interest he had never felt before.
tell me if Tiny Tim will live."
"I see a vacant seat."' replied

the Ghost. "In the poor chimneycornerand a crutch without an
owner, carefully preserved. If these
shadows remain unaltered by the
Future, the child will die."

"No. no." a»id Scrooge. "Oil no.
kind spirit! sly he will be spared."

"If these shadows remain unalteredby the Future, none other of
my race." returned the Ghost.
"will And him here. »What then?
If he be like to die. he had better
do It. and decrease «ie surplus population."
Scrooge hung: his head to hear his

own words quoted by the Spirit.
and was vercorae with penitence
and grief.
"Man," said the Ghost, "if man

you be in heart, not adamant, foribearthat wicked cant until you
have discovered what tho surplus
is and where it is. Will you decide
what men shall live, what men shall
jdie? It may be. that in the sight
of Heaven, you are more worthless
and less fit to live than million#
like this poor man's child. Oh God!
to hear the Insect on the leaf pronouncingon the too much life
among his hungry brothers in the
dust!"
Scrooge bent before the Ghost's

rebuke and tremblingly cast his
jeyes upon the ground. But he rais|ed them speedily on hearing his
own name.

"Mr. Scrooge!" said Bob. "I'll
give you Mr. Scrooge, the Founder
of the Feast!"
"The Founder of the Feast indeed!"cried Mrs. Cratchit, reddening."I wi«h I had him here. Id

give him a piece of my mind to
feast upon, and I hope he'd have a
good appetite for it."
"My lear." said Bob. "the children!t.'hristmas Day."
"It should be Christmas Day. 1

am sure," said she, "on which on^
drinks the health of such an odious
stingy, hard, unfeeling man as Mr.
Scrooge. You know he is, Robert!
Nobody knows it better than you
do. poor fellow!"
"My dear." was Bob's mild answer,"Christmas Day."
"I'll drink his health for your

sake and the Day's." said Mrs.
Cratchit, "not for his. Long life to
him! A Merry Christmas and a

Happy New Year! He'll be very
merry and very happy, I have no
doubt!"
There was nothing of high mark

in this. They were not a handsome
family; they were not well dressed;
their shoes were far from being
water-proof; their clothes were
scanty; and Peter might have
known, \nd very likely did, the inisideof a pawnbroker's. But, they
were happy, grateful, pleased with
jone another and contented with the
time; and when they faded, and
looked happier yet in the bright
sprinklings of the Spirit's torch at
parting. Scrooge had his eye upon
them and especially on Tiny Tim,
until the last.

STAVE FOUR.
THE LAST OF THE SPIRITS.

HE Phantom slowly, gravely,silently approached. When
it came near him, Scrooge

bent down upon his knee, for in
the very air through which this
Spirit moved it seemed to scatter
gloom and mystery.

It was shrouded in a deep black
garment, which concealed its heat],
its face, its form and left nbthing
of it visible save the outstretched
hand. But for this it would have
been difficult to detach its figure
from the night, and separate i*
from the darkness by which R was
surrounded. ,

He felt that it was tali and statelywhen it came beside him. and
that its mysterious presence filled
him with a solemn dread. He knew
no more, for the Spirit neither
spoke nor moved.

"I am in the presence of the
Ghost of Christmas Yet To Come?'
said Scrooge.
The Spirit answered not, but

pointed downward with its hand.
"Ghost of the Future!" he .exclaimed,"1 fear you more than any

Specter I have seen. But, as I know
your purpose is to do me good, and
as I hope to live to be another man
from what I was, I am prepared to
bear you company, and do it with
a thankful heart. Will you not
speak to me?"

It gave him no reply. The hand
was pointed straight before them.

"Lead on!" saia Scrooge. "Lead
on! The night is wanihg fast and
it is precious time to me, I know.
Lead on, Spirit!"
They went into an obscure part

of the town, where Scrooge had
never penetrated before although
he recognized its situation and its
bad repute. i
Far in this den of infamous resort,there was a low-browed, beetlingshop, below a pent-house roof,

where iron, old rags, bottles, bones,
and greasy offal were bought. Sittingin among the wares he dealt
in, by a charcoal stove, made of vld
bricks, was a gray-haired rascal,
nearly seventy years of age.
Scrooge and the Phantom came

into the presence of this man, just
as a woman with a heavy bundle
slunk into the shop. But she had
scarcely entered, when another
woman similarly laden, came in
too; and she was closely followed
by a man in faded black, who was
no less startled by the sight of
them, than they had been upon the
recognition of each other. After a
short period of blank astonishment
all three burst into a Taugh.

"Let the charwoman alone to be
the flrst!" cried she who had enteredfirst. "Let the laundress alone
to be the second and let the undertaker'sman alone to be the third.
Look here, old Joe, here's a chance!
If we haven't all three met here
without meaning It!"
"What odds then! What odds.

Mrs. Dllber?" said the woman. "Everyperson has a right to take care
[of themselves! HE always did!"

"Why, 'then, don't stand* staringlaundress. "No man more so."
"That's true, indeed!" ."aid th»

as if you was afraid, woman; who's

%
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the wiser? We're not going to pick
holes IB each other's coatr, "I suppose."

"No. indeed," said Mrs Dilber.
and the man together. "We should
hope not." >
"Very well, then!" cried the woman."That's enough. Who's t^e

worse for the loss of a few things
like these? Not a dead man, 1 suppose."

"If he wapted to keep 'em after
tie was dead, a wicked* old screW,"
pursued the woman, "why wasn't
he natural in his lifetime? If he
had been, he'd have had somebody
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Washington'* students of wireless
telegraphy have recently been interestedin the invention of a Washingtonmsn which wjIi act in the,
manner o. a >ilent partner" In
teaching ear* tr rer -gnise readily
the "busses" thai do the business
in Marconi » m .dern communication
trick.

Jsi%es K. Smith of 1333 Fairmontstreet northw<.*t. president of
the National Radio Institute, has
patents pending on a new appartos
v^hich will "send" to beginners at
any rate of speed from 15 to 150
letters per minute. It is a compactdevice, operating without the
uid of an aerial, and mechanically
constructed to eliminate even the
slight errors in^transmisslon which
occasionally come from the most
rapid and experienced hands.
A set of dials containing letter

combinations from- the simple alphabetto the most complicated
code is part of the machine's equipment.and by a slight shifting pfthf* dials an almost endless varietyof messages is provided.
Smith has been actively engaged

in wireless work and radio transmissionfor the past fourteen years.
He has perfected a number of special"hook-ups" and auxiliary colls
on apparatus in use in the past.
He has been working on his latestcreation for nearly a year. In
the past few weeks, since he flrst
brought his machine out into the
public light, the Department of Commerce.according to Smith, has been
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When Alison returned home after,

tea at Kate Gibson's, she found her
mother pacing up and down the
drawing-room.
As Alison entered, Mrs. Atherton

turned a tragic face toward her
daughter
"Barbara is leaving! She is upstairspacking now!"
Alison shruggeg.
'She can't leave too soon to please

me. What's the matter? My divorce?"
Mrs. Atherton nodded.
"She -says she washes her hands

of all of us; that she is only wastingher time and effort trying to
help people who don't want to b«
helped. She called us a pack of
shiftless ingrates and ordered her
trunks up from the store-room."
Alison sat down and drew off her

gloves.
"She'l! probably change her mind

and decide we are too shiftless to
be allowed around loose; that It
will be her sacred duty to stay
and look after us. That's about
our luck!"
"Luck?" echoed her mother. "Alison.do you realise that Barbara

is worth a good $250,000?"
"Not to me-" chuckled her daughter."I'd give that much.if I had

it.to be free «f her influence "

"Well, you're not likely to have
it after this fiasco.'* returned Mrs.
Atherton frimly. "If you had actedtactfully about this divorce, you
would have been her heir. She had a
final break with your father this
morning. He came out here to see her
and she ordered him out of the
house". *

Alison ignored the last statement.
"By acting tactfully about mydivorce, I suppose you mean,., I

should have let Cousin Barbara goahead and divorce me from Larry.
Just to satisfy her whim? Well,
I don't .want her money, if I have
to pay the price of her constant
meddling in my life."

"It's fortunate you are resignedabout the matter, because she sent
for the lawyer and has .Just finisheddrawing up a new wtll leavV
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to look *fter him when he wai
truck with Death. Instead of lyIncgaspinc out his last there.
Ion* Wy himself."
"It's the truest word' that ever

was spoke,"-ijald Mrs. Dtlber. "It's
a judgment on him.".

"I wish It was a lk^le heavier
one." replied the woman; "and It
should have been, you may depend
Upon it. If r could have laid nay
hands on anything else Open thai
bundle, old J6e,. jind let me know
the value of it. Speak out plain.
I'm not afraid .to be the last.' nor
afraid for them to see It. We knew
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Natrometer Transmits
Code at Fast Rate

liila iroadrr intrinfit, "Ike
Ritromftfr,n will a«t»natleall^
traaamlt the wlirlris r*df at
the rate of three « thirty w»Ha
*er ! (> *»Im It aolaeleaaly
>d more perfectly thai poaalhle

hy the haavu haad. It la the
lavfatlaa «f Jamea E. Smith, a
Waahiaftaa man eagafed la
radio and electrical work for the
pa»t foarteen year*. It la aald
to be a marvel la aldlag woald'be radio operatora who are rflaconragedla the early atagea of
laatractloa becaaae they raanot
keep up to the apeed of more experfeaeedoperatora.

investigating tfie advisability of usinghi* Knatrometer" in giving examinationsto those applying fo>
radio operators' licenses.
Smith had a wireless station a)

his summer camp on the Virginia
shore, opposite Sycamore Island ir
the Potomac, where he spends pari
of his vacation time in researcl
work. He is- a past chairman 01
the Washington branch of the Amer
ican Institute of Electrical Engi
neers and received his B. S. degree
from Worcester Polytechnic Institute.of Worcester, Mass.
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it Story Any Day! ^

ing everything to a charitable or
sanitation.

Alison laughed.
"The vision of Cousin Barbara

charitably is too'much for my sens*
of humor."
Tears of vexfetion sprang to hei

mother's. ey*s.
''Alfson, I had always counted 01

you havlpg that money. I had hopet
for'years that .."

"Yea, moiti^r," Alison Interrupted
"and you-turntod this house and oui
lives, over to Cousin Barbara wlt|
that end in view. .W«ll, I'm glad it'i
settled at last and that th<
money will npt be mine. I feel an
if I were suddenly freed from at

overwhelming burden."
"Do you mind telling me why yoi

have changed your mind about a di
vorce? Is it just to t>e obstinate?'
Alison ptmdfered
"To" tell the truth, I reklly don'

know. It .ma>; be that I shall g(
ahead and get one myself later, bui
I won't have some one else engineer
ing it tof me."
"You worf*t go back to Larryr*
"Never!" Alison's eyes flashed

"not if he begged me on bendec
knees. Not ttiat he Would," she acknowledgedin a low voice.
"Then," Airs. Atberton sighed deeply*."I'm afraid you will have to dc

something'to bring u^ in an income
With Barbara's support removed, wi
have only your father's ihadequattalimony. Even that has come ir
very irregularly cf late. I think yoi
must* be right about his flnancia
difficulties. He rooked very worriet
today and *ras more depressed thai
I have ever *?en him."
"Poor father! He counted 01

Cousin Barbara's help in spite ol
everything. From what he told me
he must be in quite a-jam. I wop
der what he will do now? Not g<to work, of that we .can be sure.*'

that m6ment, Blanche appearedin the doorway. ""

"Someone wants, eifhjer Mrs. Ath
eiHon or Miss.Alison on the phpne.*111 take it, mother," skid Alison
Whep she lifted <he receiver, $

strange vpice said:
u

111 Banning, a nurse atthe Casualty Hospital. Mr. Athertor
has just been brought here.couk
you pome at qnce?»

(Coatl»M~]Meadf7^

Slid
Cbatles ~

,
*

V
pretty well that we were helpiag
ourselves, before me met here. I
believe. It's no sin. Open the bundle¥Jbe."

* But the gallantry of her friends
would not allow of this; and the
man In faded black, mounting the
breach first, produced his plunder.
It* was not erfterislve. A seal or

two. a pencil rase, a pair of sleeve
buttons and a brooch of no vreat
value, were all. They were severallyexamined and appraised by old
Joe. who chalked the sums he wu
disposed to give for each, upon the
wall, and added them up Into a

total when he found there was

nothing more to Come.
"What do you call this?" said

Joe. "Bed-curtains?**
"Ah!" returned the woman, laughingand leaning forward on her

crossed arms. "Tied-curtains."
"You don't tneab to say you took

'em dow.n. rings and all. with him
lying there?" said Joe. I
"Yes I do," replied the woman.

"Why not?" i
"You were born to make veur

fortune." said Joe, "and you'll certainlydo it." <

"I Certainly shan't hold my hand
when I can get anything In It by
reaching it out. for the sake of such
a man as he was. 1 promise you.
Joe," returned the woman coolly.
Don't drop that oil upon the blankets.now."
"His blankets?" asked Joe.
"WTiose else's do you think?" repliedthe woman. "He isn't likely

to take cold wlthout'em. I dare say.'
"I hope he didn't die of anything

catching? Eh?" said old Joe. stoppingin his work and looking up.
"Don't you be afraid of that." returnedthe woman. so fond

of his company that I'd loiter about
him for such things. If he did. Ah!
you may look through that shirt
till your eyes ache, but you won't
find a hole in it, nor a threadbare
place. It's the best he had and a

fine one too. They'd have wasted
it. if it hadn't been for me."
"What do you call wasting of it?"

asked okl Joe. %

"Putting it on him to be biAied
in. to^be sure." replied the woman
with a laugh. "Somebody was * fool
enough to do it but 1 took It off
again. If calico ain't good enough
to do for such a purpose, it isn't
good enough for anything. It's
quite as becoming to the body. He
can't look uglier than he did in
that one."
Scrooge listened to this dialogue

in horror. As tfcey sat grouped
about their spoil, in the scanty light
afforded by the old man's lamp, he
viewed them with a detestation
and disgust, which could hardly
have been greater, though they had
been obscene demons. marketing
the corpse itself.
"Ua, ha!" laughed the same woman.when old Joe. producing a flannelbag with money in it. told out

their several gains upon the ground
"This is the end of it, you see! He
frightened every one away from
him when he was alive, to profit
us when he was dead! Ha, ha, ha!"

"Spirit!" said Scrooge, shudderingfrom head to foot. "I see, I see.
The case of this unhappy man miffht
be my own. My life tends that way,
now. Merciful Heaven, what is
this!"
He recoiled in terror, for the

scene had changed and now he almosttouched a bed; a bare, uncurtainedbed, on which, beneath a
ragged sheet, there lay a somethingcovered up. which, though it
was dumb, announced itself in awfullanguage.
The room was very dark, too

dark to be observed with any accuracy.though Scrooge glanced
* round it in obedience to a secret

impulse, anxious to know what kind
of room it was. A pale light, rising
in the outer air, fell straight upon
the bed, and on it. plundered and
bereft, unwatched. unwept, uncared
for, was the body of this man.
"Let me see some tenderness connectedwith a death." said Scrooge;

"or that dark chamber. Spirit,
which we just left, will be forever
present to me."
The Ghost conducted him through

several streets familiar to his feet
and as they went along. Scrooge
looked here and there to find himself.but nowhere was he to be
seen. They centered poor Bob
Cratchit's house; the dwelling he
had visited before and found the
mother and the children seated
round the fire.
Quiet. Very quiet. The noisy littieCratchits were as still as statuesin one corner and sat looking

up at Peter, who had a book before
him. The mother and her daughterwere engaged in sewing. But
surely they were very <^uiet!
"'And He took a child and set

him in the midst-of them.'"
Where had Scrooge heard those

words? He had not dreamed them.
The boy must have read them out.
as he and the Spirit crossed the

4
thre.shold. Why did he not go* on?
The mother laid her work upon

the table and put her hand up to
her face.
"The color hurts my eyes." she

said.
The calor? Ah. poor Tiny Tim!
"They're better now again," said

Oratchit's wife. "It makes them
weak by candlelight; and I wouldn't
show weak eyes to your father
when he comes home, for the world.
It

^
must be near his time."

"Past it rather." Peter answered.shotting up his book. "But I
think he's walked a little slower
than he used, these few last even",Ings. mother."
They were very quiet again. At

last she said, and in a steady cheer)ful voice, that only faltered once:
"I have kaown him walk with.

1 have ktioWn him walk with Tiny
Tim upoq his shoulder, very fast
indeed."
"And so have I," . cried Peter,

j "Often."
And so have I," exclaimed another.So had all.
"But he was very light to carry."

)
she resumed, intent upon her work.
"and his father loved him so. that

; it was no'trouble.no trouble. And
I there is your father at the doV»!"
{ She hurried 'out to meet him: and
i

little Bob in his comforter-.he had
need of it. poor fellow.came in.

j His tea was ready for him on the
hob and they all tried who should
help him to it most. Then the two

{ young Cratchits got upon his knees
^ and.laid, each child a little cheek,
against his face, as if they said.
"Don't mind it, father. Don't be

> grieved!"
Bob was very cheerful with them

and spoke pleasantly to all the family.He looked at the work upon
. the table, and praised the industry
» and speed of Mrs. Cratchit and the

girls. They would be done long be[fore Sunday he said.
"Sunday! You went today then,

Robert?" said his wife.
, "Yes. my d*ar," returned Bob. "I

wish, you could have gone. It would
have done you good to see how
green a place it. is. But you'll see
H often. I promised him that I would

*
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walk there en a Bandar- *T little.
little cried Bob. "My little
child!"
He broke down all at once. He

wouldn't help it. If he could have
helped it. he and hl» child would
have be*n farther apart perhapa
than they were.

"Specter." said Scrooge, "somethinginforms me that our partins
moment ia at hand. I know it. but
1 know not how. Tell me what man
that was whom we aaw lying
leaAT

_The Ghost of Christmas Yet To
Come conveyed- him. as before to
i churchyard. Here. then. the
wretched man whose name he had
now to learn, lay underneath the
ground.

"Before I draw nearer to that atona
to which you point." said Scrooge
"answer me 9ns question. Are these
the shadows of the things that Will
be or are they shidows of things
that May be. only?"

Still the Ghost pointed downward
10 the grave by which it stood.

"Men's courses will foreshadow
certain ends to which if preserveredin they must lead" aaid Scrooge.
"Bnt if the courses be departed
from the ends will change. Say it
is thus with what you show me!
The Spirit was Immovable as

ever.
_Scrooge crept toward It, tremblingas he went and following the

finger, read upon the stone of the
neglected grave his own name. I.BENEZERSCROOGE.
"Am I that man who lay upon the

bed?" he cried, upon hia knees.
The finger pointed from the

grave to him and back again.
"No. Spirit: Oh no. nor"
The finger atill was there.
"Spirit!" he cried, tight clutching

at Its robe, "hear me! I am not the
man I waa. I will not be the man
I must have been but for this intercourae.Why shoi* roe this. If I
am past all hope!"
For the first time the hand appearedto ahake.
"Good Spirit." he pursued, as

down upon the ground he fell beforeit: "Tour nature intercedes for
me and pities me. Assure me that
I yet may change these shadows
you have shown me. by an altered
liu:"

0 *The kind hand trembled.
"I will honor Christmas in my

beart and try to keep it all the
vear. I will live in the Past, the
Present and the Future. The Spirits
of all Three shall strive within me.
I will not shut out the lessons that
they teach Oh. tell me I may
sponge away the writing on this
tone!"

_1 n his agony, he caught the spectralhand. It sought to free Itself.
but he was strong in his entreaty,
and detained it. The Spirit, strongeryet, repulsed him.
Holding up his hands in one last

praver to have his fate reversed,
he saw an alteration in the Phantom'shood and dresa. It shrunk,
collapsed and dwindled down Into
a bedpost.

STAVEFIVE.
THE END OF IT.

. »ES: and the bedpost was hia
f/own The bed was his own. the

room was his. Best and happiestof all. the Time before him was
his own. to make amends in!

"I will live In the Past, the Presentand the Future!" Scrooge repeated,as he scrambled ont of bed.
"The Spirits of all Three shall
strive within me. Oh Jacob Marley!Heaven, and the Christina®
Time be praised for that! I Bay It
on my knees, old Jacob, on my
knees!'

.He was checked by the churches
ringing out the lustiest peals he
had ever heard. Clash, clang, hammer.ding. dong. bell. Bell, dong.
ding, hammer, clang, clash! Oh
glorious, glorious!"
Running to the window, he openedit. and put out his head. No

fog. no mist: clear, bright, jovial,
stirring, cold: cold, piping for the
blood to dance to: golden sunlight:
heavenly sky; aweet fresh air; merrybells. Oh. glorious. Glorious!
"What's today?" cried Scrooge,

calling downward to a boy in Sundayclothes, who perhaps had loiteredin to look about him.
"EH?" returned the boy. with al!

his might of wonder.
"What's today, my fine fellow?"

said Scrooge.
Todav!" replied the boy. "Why.

CHRISTMAS DAY."
"It's Christmas Day!" said

Scrooge to himself. "I haven't missedit- The Spirits have done.it all
ia one night. They can do anythiiin
they like. Of course they can. Of
course they can. Hallo, my fine
fellow!"

"Hnllo!" returned the boy.
*Do* you know the Poulterer s, ih

the next street but one, at the corner?"Scrooge inquired
"I should hope I did." replied the

lad.
"An intelligent boy!" said

Scrooge. "A remarkable bov! Do
you know whether they've sold the
prise Turkey that was hangibg up
there? Not the little prise Turkey;
the big one?"
"What, the one as big as me?"

returned the boy.
"What a delightful boy!" said

Scrooge. "It's a pleasure to talk
to him Yes. my buck!"

"It's hanging there now," repliedthe boy.
"Is it?" said Scrooge. "Go and

buy It."
"Walk-KR!" exclaimed the boy.
"No. no." said Scrooge. "I am in

earnest. Go and buy it and tell 'em
to bring it here that 1 may give
them the direction where to take 11.
Come back with the man and I'll
give you a shilling. C*>me back with
him in less than five minutes and
I'll give yon ha|f-»-cn)»n!"
The boy was off like a shot. He

must have had a steadv hand at a
trigger who could have got a shot
off half as fast.

"I'll send it "to Bob Cratchlt'iwhisperedScrooge, rubbing his
hands and splitting with a lauuii.
"He shan't know who sends it. It'a
twice the site of Tiny Tim Joe
Miller never made such a joke as
sending It to Bob's will be!"
The hand in which he wrote the

address was not a steady one. but
write It he did. somehow, and went
downstairs to opeB the street iloor,ready tqr the coming of the poulterer'sman. As he stood there,
waiting hia arlval, the knocker
caught his eye.

"I shall love it. as ions as I live!"
cried y Scrooge, patting it wjth his
hand. "1 scarcely ever looked at it
before. What an honest expression
It has on Its face! It's a wonderful
knocker!.Here's the Turkey. Hallo!Whoop! How are you! ,Merr>Christmas!"

It WAS a Turkey! He could neverhave stood upon his legs, thst
bird. He would have snapped em
short off in a minute, like stick*
of sealing-wax.
"Why. it's impossible t<» carrythat to Camden Town." said

Scrooge. "You But have a cab."
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The chuckle with which he mid

this, and the chuckle with which
he paid for the turkey aa4 the
chuckle with which he paid for tho ,

cab. and the chuckle with which ha
recompensed the hoy, were only
to be excaoded by the chuckle with
which he sat down breathless in
his chair a«aln. and chuckled till
he cried. v

He d reseed himself "all in his
best." and at last cot out IntD ths
streets.
He >iad not gone far. when corninson toward him he beheld the

portly gentleman, who had walked^
into his count ipg-houae the day U
fore and said. "Scrooge and Mar- J
ley's. 1 believer* It aent a pang*
aeroa* his heart to think how this
old gentleman would look upon
him when they met. %but he knew
wh\t path lay straight before htm
and he took It.

"lly dear Sir." aaid Scrooge,
quickening his pace and taking the
old gentleman by both his hand*..
"How do you do? I hope you succeededyesterday. It was very kind
of yoy. A Merry Christmas to you.
Sir!"

"Mr. Scrooge?**
"Yes." said Scrooge. "That my

name, and I fear it may not be
pleasant to you. Allow me to ask
your pardon. And will you have the
goodness".here Scrooge whispered
in his ear.

"

"Lord bless me." cried the gentleman.as If his breath were aone.
"My dear Mr. Scrooge, are you
serious?"

"If you .please." km«<2 Scrooge, d
"Not a farthing leu* A great many M
back payments are includ.d in it. I
1 assure you. Will you do me that I
favorJ" ^
"M> dear Sir." said the oth* rg|

shaking hands with him. "I d< n i
know what to say to such munijfi"

"Don't say anything. please." retortedScrooge. "Come and see me.
Will you come and see ire?"

"I will!" cried the gentW-mar.
And it was clear he meant to t'.o
it.
"Thank'ee." said Scrooge. "1 am

much obliged to you. I thank you
fifty times. Bless you'"
He went to church and walked

about the streets, and watched the
people hurrying to and fro and pattedchildren on the head, and que*tionedbeggars, and looked down
into the kitchens of house* and up
to the windows and never dreamed
that any walk.that anything.
could give him so much happiness.
In the afternoon, he turned his
steps towards his nephew's house
He passed the door a dozen

times, before he had the courage
to go up and knock. But he made
a dash and did it.

"Is your roaster at home, my
dear?" said Scrooge to the girl.
Nice girl! Very.
"Yea Sir"
"Where is he, my love?" said

Scrooge. W
"He's in the dining-room. Sir.

along with mistAs* I'll you
up stairs, if you please."

"Thank'ee. He knows me." said
Scrooge, with his hand alread> r:,|
the dining-ropm lock -I'll go in
here, my dear." ^
He turned it gently and sidled his

face In. round the door. They were
looking at the table (which va*
spread out in great array); f.^r
these young housekeeper* are a

ways nervous on such points and
like to see that everything is righu
"Fred!" said Scrooge.
Dear heart alive how his*niec« bymarriage started! Scrooge ha*1 foi'gotten.for the moment, about her

sitting in the corner with the footstoolor he wouldn't have done it,
on any account.
"Why bless my' soul!'* cried

Fred, "who's that**"
"It's *1. Your Uncle Scrooge I

have come to dinner. Will you kt
me .'n. Fred?"
l^t him in! It is a mercy he did.* i

shake hia arm off. He was
home in five minutes. Nothing
could be heartier. Hia niece looked
just the same. So did Topper vt i n
HE came. So did the plump i-ister.
when SHE came. So did everyone
when THEY came. Wonderful party.wonderful games. v.-oiiderful
unanimity, won-der-ful happ-n.
But he mas early at the off**

next morning. Oh he was eariv
there. If he could be there firs* m
catch Bob Cratchit coming late!
That was the thing he had *< » r .*
heart upon. M
And he did it; >es he cj.u! Tie'

clock struck nine. No Bob \ qu*r- f
ter past. No Bob. He was full eighteenminutes and a half behind the
time. Scrooge sat with his door
wide open that he might see l.im
come into the Tank.
Hia hat was off. before he o;>- I

ened the door, his comforter u
He was on his stool In a jiff-,
driving "away with his pen. a- f
he were trying to overtake nine
o'clock.

"Hallo!** growled Scrooge in his
accustomed voice as near as l.e
could feign M. "What do me.s
by coming her. at this tim« of
lay ?"
"I am very sorry. Sir.'* said Hob.

"I AM behind my time.**
"You are?" repeated Snroore.

"Yea. 1 think you are. Step thin
way. Sir. if you please "

"Ifa only once a year. Sir.** pleadedBob. appearing from the Tank.
"It «hall not be repeated I w<.»
making rather merry j-wtcrdtv.
Sir."
"Now. 1*11 tell you what, my

friend." said Scrooge. "I am not
going to stand this sort of thins
any longer. And therefore." h.> continued,leaping from his atMl. and Jriving Bob such a dig 11. the I
waistcoat that he staggered hack

"

Into the Tank again, "and thereforeI am about to raise your salary."
Bob trembled, and got a llttla

nearer to the ruler He had a momentaryidea of knocking S roogedown with It; holding him an. callingto the people in the eorrt for
help and a strait-waistcoat
"A M«rry Christ ma a Boh!" said

Scrooge, with an earnestness that
could not be mistaken, as !>. clappedhtm on the back "A Merrier
Christmas. Bob. my good fellow,
than 1 have given you for manv
a year! I'll raise your salary and
endeavor to aasist your strugglingfamily, and we will discus* youraffairs this very afternoon, over a
Christmas bowl of smoking bish'-rBob! Make up the fires and l>uv
another coal-scuttle before you d"t
another 1. Bob Cratchit!"
Scrooge was better than hia Worn.

He did It all. and infinitely mora;
and to Tiny Tim, who did NOT uie.
he was a second father.
He had no further Intercourse

with Splrita. but lived apn tie
Total Abatineace Principle. ever
afterward* and it was slwars said
of him that he knew how to ke. p
(Christmas Well. If any man sine
rosseaaed the knowledge. May thai
be truly .aid of us and all of u,'
And so. aa Tiny Tim observed. Ood
Bless Ua, Bvery Oa«! _


